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Raymond burst into a guffaw of laughter:

"A lady gardener, eh?"

The young woman looked down so that he should not see
her face, and stammered out:

"I know appearances are against me. After all, people can't be
expected to know that I accepted the situation in perfect good
faith. . . . Franfois had to have country air. ..."

Raymond was familiar with this particular refrain. 'Talk away/
he said to himself, and broke in with:

"So I needn't worry about the gardener, but what about the
servants?"

She reassured him on that point too. On. Sundays she always
let Justine, her only maid, go out. She was a married woman
whose husband, a chauffeur, slept in the house so as to ensure
there being a man about the place, which was none too well
protected. The suburban road was not very safe. But on Sunday
afternoons Justine and he always went out together. Raymond
would merely have to enter by the front door and go through
the dining-i;oom on the left. He would find the drawing-room
at the far end.

He dug his heel into the gravel with a thoughtful air. The
creaking of a swing could be heard coming from behind a privet-
hedge. An old woman was hawking stale cakes and bars of
chocolate done up in yellow paper. Remarking that he had had
no lunch, he bought a crescent and a chocolate praline. As she
watched him munching his meagre meal, Maria suddenly saw
with perfect clarity the inexorable nature of her destiny. The
desire that had come to birth in her heart had been pure and
limpid, yet her every action had the appearance of a monstrous
depravity. When, in the tram, her eyes had first found rest and
refreshment in the young face opposite, there had been no trace
of evil intention in her mind. Why should she have fought
against a temptation that was so little suspect? A thirsty traveller
has no reason to beware of the stream he happens on. *I do want
him, to come to my house, but only because in the, streets, on